FORTY  THOUSAND  AGAINST  THE  ARCTIC
I say. They can reduce the daily rations, if they want to,
but then we shall simply sleep a little more and be hungry.
They cannot starve us to death because that is against their
regulations. So all they can bloody well do is to lick our
arses. Nice morning!5
At that moment a man came up the ladder; he was
besmeared with mud up to his hips and had sweat pouring
down his cheeks. He sat down 011 a bed in a corner and ate
an apple which he took from his pocket. The gang started
abusing him. The fair-haired youngster turned to me. 'See
that milkface, over there? He is yellow. He has given in
and is playing the goody-goody boy now, that's why they
give him apples, you can 	 your apple, do you hear
nie? I don't care tuppence for your rotten apple. Mud
digger, a fine fellow you are, you crawling mole. Shovelling
mud for them with your hands.5
'Shut up, or I'll smash you against the wall, so that
they have to scrape you off with a spoon, you ass. And
let me inform you, you cock-eyed scoundrel, I am not
digging mud with my hands, but with a machine, and I am
getting ordinary wages for it, not gifts or presents like a
beggar, like you, and I am doing work, a socially valuable
work, that means something, that we shall all get something
out of—but I don't believe that either, so you need not grin,
only it is more amusing to play about with the machines out
there and get money for it than sit about with you here for
weeks, getting bored with hearing you tell the same damned
old yarns all over.5
I thought it was time for a tactful retreat. They would
better have it out among themselves.
Near the tents a row of men were queueing up alongside
a field kitchen, tin plates in their hands, waiting to get
hot soup. I met the 'administrator5 again. He waved
to me across the pathway, but did not stop to talk. Shevelyov
came out of the air base and rushed by. I went in to get
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